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In  compliance  with,  the  earnest  desire  of  the  principal  editor  of  the 
“Cleveland  Daily  Herald,”  a  most  intimate  and  devoted  personal  friend 
of  the  deceased,  the  writer  of  this  sermon  consented  to  its  publication 
in  the  columns  of  that  paper  on  the  day  following  its  delivery.  Since 
then  it  has  been  republished,  in  whole  or  in  part,  in  many  of  the  leading 
journals  of  the  country;  and  thus  the  terrible  lesson  taught  by  this 
most  painful  event  has  been  carried  to  many  a  fireside  and  to  many  a 
heart.  Repeated  and  urgent  requests  have,  however,  been  made  from 
time  to  time,  that  it  might  be  given  to  the  public  in  some  other  form 
more  easy  of  reference  and  of  preservation.  In  complying  with  these 
requests,  the  writer  most  earnestly  prays  that  God’s  blessing  may 
attend  its  perusal ;  and  that  thus,  from  the  grave  of  him  who  so 
mournfully  perished,  may  go  forth  voices  which  shall  at  least  deter 
many  a  young  man  from  those  pitfalls  of  everlasting  death — the  haunts 
of  the  drunkard  and  the  gambler.  Nay,  some  few  there  may  be,  whose 
feet  are  already  treading  the  slippery  paths  of  ruin,  who  shall  hear, 
and  turn,  and  live.  God  of  His  mercy  grant  it,  for  Jesus’  sake ! 

R.  B.  C. 


Philadelphia,  Sept.  30, 1859. 


A  SERMON 


ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  E.  T.  STERLING. 


Never  have  I  been  called,  my  friends,  to  so  painful 
a  duty  as  that  which  is  now  before  me.  Never  have 
I  known — God  grant  I  may  never  again  know — such 
a  struggle  of  mind  and  of  soul  as  that  through  which 
I  have  passed  since,  on  last  Sunday  morning,  it  was 
told  me  “E.  T.  Sterling  is  dead.”  Dead?  Can  it  be? 
My  friend  !  my  counselor  !  my  brother !  He  whose 
kindness  I  had  so  often  proved ;  whose  unselfishness 
I  had  seen  so  abundantly  manifested ;  whose  generosity 
I  had  so  largely  experienced;  whose  sympathizing 
tenderness  had  soothed  my  hours  of  deep  personal 
affliction;  whose  hand  was  the  first  of  all  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  this  Parish  to  give  me  the  warm  grasp  of 
greeting,  in  my  then  distant  home  on  the  banks  of 
the  Ohio,  and  afterwards,  when  drawn  largely  by  the 
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magnetism  of  liis  noble  nature,  I  came  to  seek  a  home 
among  you ;  lie  with  whom  I  had  spent  many  of  the 
most  pleasant  hours  of  social  intercourse  that  I  had 
ever  enjoyed;  he  whose  business  tact  and  far-reaching 
sagacity  had  made  him  an  invaluable  co-worker  with 
me  in  the  Vestry  of  this  Church,  in  the  Convention 
of  this  Diocese,  in  the  Trusteeship  of  Kenyon  College, 
(an  institution  whose  present  prosperity  is  largely 
owing  to  his  faithful  and  disinterested  labor  in  direct¬ 
ing  its  administration;)  he  whom  his  fellow-citizens, 
by  whom  he  was  so  well  known,  had  admired,  and 
honored,  and  trusted;  he  whose  presence  in  any  circle 
was  wont  to  add  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  with  whom 
he  mingled;  he  whose  name  I  had  so  often  mentioned, 
in  places  near  and  far  off,  as  one  who  was  a  treasure 
to  me  as  a  Pastor :  lie  is  dead !  But  how,  when,  where 
did  he  die  ?  Do  you  wonder,  Christian  friends,  when 
I  call  this  the  most  painful  duty  of  my  life?  I  stand 
here  to  speak  on  this  subject  because  it  is  my  duty; 
because  I  am  not  only  a  man  but  an  officer;  because 
I  am  a  Watchman,  a  Steward,  an  Ambassador  for 
Christ;  because  God  has  committed  to  me  the  care  of 
immortal  souls,  for  whom  I  must  render  an  account 
when  I  stand  before  Him  in  judgment! 

That  our  thoughts  may  take  a  more  profitable 
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shape,  let  me  seek  to  link  them  with  a  passage  of 
God’s  own  word.  Genesis,  iv.,  10: — 

“And  the  Lord  said  unto  Cain,  Where  is  Abel,  thy  brother? 
And  he  said,  I  know  not :  am  I  my  brother’s  keeper  ? 

And  He  said,  What  hast  thou  done  ?  the  voice  of  thy  brother’s 
blood  crietli  unto  me  from  the  ground.” 

I.  It  is  a  fearful  thought  that  the  first  human  death 
of  which  we  have  any  record  was  a  death  by  violence ; 
a  death  by  murder;  and  that  by  a  brother’s  hand. 
So  quickly  did  sin  run  to  its  height,  the  first  recorded 
crime  after  the  fall  of  our  first  parents  being  the 
greatest  of  crimes.  How  often,  in  the  subsequent  his¬ 
tory  of  the  race,  life  has  thus  been  taken,  God  only 
knows.  There  will  be  an  awful  revealing  of  well- 
kept  secrets  when  the  blaze  of  the  judgment-throne 
throws  its  light  upon  human  history.  There  will  be 
no  oblivion  there ;  no  evasion  there.  When  God 
maketli  inquisition  for  blood,  there  will  be  no  sup¬ 
pression,  no  withholding  of  evidence;  nay,  it  will  not 
need  the  testimony  even  of  the  Omniscient  witness  to 
disclose  the  whole  truth.  Conscience,  though  it  now 
may  be  seared  as  with  a  hot  iron,  or  stupefied  as  with 
a  deadly  opiate,  will  then  speak;  and  the  voice  of 
self-accusing  tongues  will  be  louder  than  that  of  ten 
thousand  upbraiding  witnesses. 
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Woe  then,  woe  now,  to  the  murderer.  His  fellow- 
man  may  never  suspect  his  secret;  hut  he  knows  it, 
and  that  is  misery  enough.  It  confronts  him  when 
he  is  alone,  and  it  makes  him  tremble.  It  goes  with 
him  into  the  crowd,  and  there  it  fills  him  with  terror. 
It  goads  him  with  remorse,  or  menaces  him  as  with 
an  apparition  of  evil.  He  may  seek  in  mirth,  and 
revelry,  and  carousal  to  drown  his  consciousness  of 
crime,  but  he  can  drain  no  cup  in  which  he  finds  not 
a  serpent;  he  hears,  echoing  his  own  mad  laughter, 
the  mocking  of  the  fiends  who  were  his  tempters ,  and 
who,  unless  he  shall  repent  and  seek  mercy,  will  be 
his  tormentors. 

Only  in  confession  and  penitence  can  the  murderer 
ever  find  peace;  cloaking  his  sin  he 

“• - - - bears  with  him  a  black  curse 

That  makes  his  being  an  enduring  death.” 

II.  I  remark  again,  as  suggested  by  the  text,  that 
God  holds  society  to  account  for  the  blood  of  man 
shed  by  violence.  In  this  case,  we  find  that  He  him¬ 
self  dealt  directly  with  the  murderer;  but  after  the 
universal  deluge,  when  He  gave  to  the  head  of  the 
future  family  the  fundamental  law  for  all  ages,  He 
set  forth  the  principle,  “  Whoso  sheddeth  man’s  blood 
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by  man  shall  bis  blood  be  shed.”  In  dealing  with 
His  own  people  Israel,  God  established  fully  and  per¬ 
fectly  the  law  concerning  the  punishment  of  the  mur¬ 
derer,  and  He  taught  what  I  believe  to  be  still  a  rule 
bearing  upon  all  the  communities  of  men — that  He 
would  hold  each  community  responsible  for  diligence 
and  fidelity  in  the  administration  of  justice  in  this 
respect.  (See  Deut.  xxi.  1-9.) 

III.  But  it  is  not  the  mere  infliction  of  the  penalty 
which  God  demands  of  society.  He  holds  men  in 
their  social  and  their  individual  capacity  to  a  guar¬ 
dianship  of  each  other. 

From  no  mouth  could  the  question  so  fitly  come  as 
from  that  of  the  first  murderer,  “Am  I  my  brothers 
keeper?”  You  and  I,  beloved  friends,  hear  a  Amice  to¬ 
day  which  says,  E\rery  man  is  the  keeper  of  his  fellow- 
man.  He  is  bound  to  consider  his  neighbor’s  welfare 
in  all  his  oavii  acts.  He  is  bound,  so  far  as  is  in 
his  poAver,  to  shape  all  the  habits  and  customs  of  his 
family,  and  of  the  community  in  which  he  divells; 
and,  in  a  land  like  ours,  Avkere  each  man’s  voice  and 
vote  has  its  part,  is  he  bound  to  shape  all  the  Havs 
and  institutions  of  the  city,  of  the  commonwealth,  of 

the  nation,  so  as  to  guard  not  only  himself  and  his, 
* 

but  others  also,  from  the  dangers  which  threaten  hap- 
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piness,  and  liberty,  and  virtue,  and,  most  of  all,  which 
imperil  life.  With  the  transactions  of  the  past  week 
before  us,  not  one  of  us  dare  ask  concerning  the  de¬ 
parted,  as  Cain  asked  concerning  Abel,  “Am  I  my 
brother’s  keeper?”  It  is  for  me — it  is  for  you,  each 
and  all — the  most  solemn  of  questions  to-day,  How, 
when  God  maketh  inquisition  for  the  blood  of  the 
slain,  shall  I  answer  for  what  I  have  dolie,  or  have 
left  undone,  that  might  have  saved  our  brother? 

But  I  cannot  dwell  on  this  thought.  Yet  does  one 
ask  me  whether  I  do  not  overstep  the  bounds  of  pro¬ 
priety — whether  I  do  not  trench  on  the  prerogatives 
of  the  civil  tribunals,  when  I  even  infer  concerning 
our  departed  brother  that  his  was  a  death  of  violence, 
inflicted  by  another’s  hand?  I  do  not  accuse,  here, 
any  man  of  the  willful  murder  of  this  my  friend.  I 
have  my  own  opinion  as  to  the  probable  agency  that 
immediately  caused  his  death.  But  as  God’s  mes¬ 
senger  I  cite  to  answer  at  God’s  tribunal  every  man 
who,  knowing  the  weakness  of  the  departed,  acted 
other  than  a  brother’s  part  toward  him ! 

Beloved  friends,  it  would  be  a  false  charity,  a  ten¬ 
derness  which  would  indeed  be  a  weakness,  not  to  say 
chargeable  with  unfaithfulness,  to  God  and  to  man, 
were  I  to  seek  to  cover  up  the  past.  Had  the  history 
of  the  deceased  during  the  past  few  months  been 
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hitherto  concealed,  it  would  not  be  nay  part  to  give  it 
publicity.  Gladly  would  I,  if  I  dared,  imitate  those 
reverent  loving  sons  who,  with  a  garment  laid  on  both 
their  shoulders,  walked  backwards,  and  covered  up 
their  father’s  shame.  No  man  in  this  community — 
save,  possibly,  those  nearest  of  kin — loved  E.  T.  Ster¬ 
ling  more  than  I  loved  him.  None  admired  more  his 
noble  qualities.  None,  perhaps,  was  under  greater 
obligations  to  his  generosity  than  myself.  When 
death,  once  and  again,  entered  my  household,  his 
brotherly  sympathy  offered  me  not  only  consolation, 
but  a  resting-place  for  the  remains  of  my  own  loved 
dead.  By  the  graves  of  my  own  children,  in  his  own 
burial-place,  I  stood,  on  Thursday  last,  to  deposit  his 
remains.  Can  I  speak  otherwise  than  tenderly  con¬ 
cerning  him?  I  will  speak  as  he  (for  I  knew  well  his 
heart)  would  have  wished  me  to  speak.  God  give  me 
grace  to  be  faithful. 

E.  T.  Sterling  was  one  of  the  founders  of  this 
Church.  He  was,  pecuniarily,  its  largest  benefactor. 
He  gave  not  only  his  money,  but  his  time,  his 
thoughts,  his  watchful  care,  to  its  well-being.  Twelve 
years  ago,  under  the  ministry  of  the  first  Rector  of 
St.  Paul’s,  he  professed,  in  Holy  Baptism,  to  be  Christ’s 
disciple;  and  the  tongue  would  deserve  to  be  forever 

palsied  which  should  charge  him  with  having  made 
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that  profession  in  willful  hypocrisy.  When  I  first 
knew  him,  almost  seven  years  ago,  1  thought  I  had 
seldom  seen  his  equal  in  all  that  makes  the  high- 
minded,  liberal  Christian  gentleman.  He  was  a  War¬ 
den  of  this  Church;  a  regular  and  faithful  Teacher  in 
the  Sunday  School ;  an  exceedingly  punctual  attend¬ 
ant  on  all  the  services  of  the  Sanctuary.  His  hand 
was  ever  open  to  the  cause  of  Christ,  and  to  the  relief 
of  His  poor. 

I  found  him  just  what  the  venerable  Bishop  of  this 
Diocese,  who  had  known  him  for  twenty-seven  years, 
described  him  to  be — “a  most  perfectly  confidential 
and  large-hearted,  energetic  man ;  as  staunch  a  friend 
as  ever  was.”  “A  man,”  wrote  the  Bishop,  “ whose 
mind  is  one  of  great  influence.”  And  on  Friday  last 
I  received  from  this  eminent  Christian  minister  a 
lament,  from  which  I  must  read  a  few  words:  “I 
have  no  heart  to  write — but  to  be  dumb — except  to 
say  4  It  is  the  Lord,’  in  reference  to  this  most  awful 
death  of  our  poor  friend.  What  a  blow  to  you  as  his 
Pastor.  For  nearly  twenty-seven  years  has  his  house 
been  my  kind  and  affectionate  home,  and  never  any¬ 
thing  but  the  most  generous  and  affectionate  hospi¬ 
tality  did  I  receive  from  him,  and  never  did  I  see 
anything  in  him  inconsistent  with  his  profession  as  a 
Christian.”  I  need  say  no  more  in  his  praise.  Many 
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of  you  knew  him  well ;  if  any  knew  him  better  than 
myself,  he  knew  more  of  the  nobleness  of  his  nature. 
Yet  this  is  the  man  whose  name  has  for  a  week  past 
been  in  every  mouth ;  whose  sad,  sad  end  we  can 
never  cease  to  deplore. 

More  than  two  years  ago,  as  his  Pastor,  I  could  not 
but  see  and  lament  the  beginning  of  a  change  in  the 
aspect  of  his  Christian  character.  Business  troubles 
annoyed  him,  and  called  him  often  from  his  home.  I 
feared  that  he  was  forming  new  and  injurious  associa¬ 
tions.  Soon  his  attendance  at  the  Communion  Table 
became  irregular;  and  ere  long  it  ceased.  At  last,  the 
fearful  truth  was  made  too  apparent  that  there  were 
tempters  about  his  steps,  luring  him  to  his  ruin.  I 
shall  not  recite  what  took  place  in  the  repeated  inter¬ 
views  between  the  Pastor  and  this  his  erring  brother. 
He  ever  took  kindly  my  admonitions  and  my  counsels. 
He  ingenuously,  and  with  self-loathing,  acknowledged 
his  faults.  He  wept;  he  prayed;  he  resolved;  he 
promised;  he  tried;  he  struggled.  But  the  Arch 
Tempter  had  many  willing  helpers,  watching,  laying 
snares  for  the  destruction  of  body  and  of  soul. 

Where  were  the  men  who  ought  to  have  been  this 
our  brother’s  keeper? 

God  only  knows  how  far  he  was  responsible;  God 
only  knows  whether  by  a  miracle  of  grace,  in  the  last 
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hours,  after  the  fatal  injury  was  received — when,  per¬ 
haps,  seemingly  unconscious  —  he  so  sought  God’s 
mercy  in  Christ,  so  believed,  and  the  work  of  God’s 
Spirit  was  so  wrought,  as  to  rescue  his  precious  soul. 
That  soul  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the  Judge  of  all  the 
earth,  who  will  surely  “do  right.”  Happy  is  it  that 
man  is  not  the  final  judge  of  his  fellow-mortal.  But 
here  I  arraign  as  guilty  of  his  death,  every  man  who, 
knowing  his  weakness,  ministered  to  him  the  intoxi¬ 
cating  cup.  Here  I  arraign  as  guilty  of  his  death, 
every  man  who,  knowing  his  weakness,  partook  with 
him  in  that  most  debasing  of  vices,  in  which,  only 
when  reason  was  dethroned  by  alcoholic  drinks,  he 
could  stoop  to  indulge !  Those  men — druggists,  saloon¬ 
keepers,  hotel-keepers — who,  knowing  the  first  glass 
would  open  the  flood-gates  of  evil,  supplied  him  with 
the  maddening  poison,  must  answer  to  God  when  he 
maketh  inquisition  for  blood;  and  woe  to  them  if  they 
dare  say,  with  the  first  murderer,  “Am  I  my  brother’s 
keeper?”  Those  men,  whose  trade  is  robbery  of  the 
basest  possible  kind;  who,  masking  themselves  as 
friends,  lure  their  victims  into  their  lurking  dens,  and, 
when  they  have  destroyed  for  the  time  all  self-control, 
plunder  them  of  that  which  belongs  to  their  families, 
it  may  be  their  creditors  or  their  employers,  those 
men  must  meet  the  investigations  of  an  omniscient, 
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inflexible  Judge,  who  has  power  to  cast  soul  and  body 
into  hell.  There  will  they  find  what  is  the  guilt  of 
him  who,  not  his  brother’s  keeper,  has  been  his  broth¬ 
er’s  destroyer.  There  they  will  find  what  is  God’s 
estimate  of  conduct  like  that  which  the  past  week’s 
investigations  have  disclosed;  what  the  decision  of 
Heaven’s  supreme  court  will  be  as  to  the  man  who, 
professing  friendship,  could  take  to  his  own  room  a 
companion  who,  lie  knew,  lost  his  self-control  as  quickly 
as  he  partook  of  the  first  intoxicating  glass;  who 
made  of  that  room  what  the  just  verdict  of  society’s 
unanimous  execration  calls  a  hell;  who,  with  a  ma¬ 
lignity  that  one  might  have  looked  for  only  in  the 
realm  where  the  devil — the  first  murderer — rules, 
plied  his  companion  with  the  draught  of  moral  death ; 
who  won  from  him  (so  the  world  describes  this  trade 
of  robbery)  all  the  money  in  his  possession ;  and  who, 
if  his  own  tale  be  true,  opened  his  door,  led  forth  his 
victim,  then  incapable  of  standing  unaided,  and,  as 
though  he  would  insure  his  injury,  if  not  his  death, 
extinguished  the  light  and  left  him  in  darkness  on 
the  stairs,  to  grope  and  to  stumble,  and  to  plunge 
headlong  to  destruction ! 

Such,  on  his  own  showing,  are  the  gambler’s  tender 
mercies!  Such  an  one  we  might  expect  to  answer, 
when  the  Almighty  himself  gives  the  challenge, 
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“ Where  is  thy  brother?”  “I  know  not:  am  I  my 
brother’s  keeper?”  To  such  an  one  speaks,  in  thun¬ 
der-tones,  the  omniscient  witness,  “  The  voice  of  thy 
brother’s  blood  crieth  unto  me  from  the  ground.” 

To  each  one  of  us,  my  hearers,  the  providence  of 
God  in  this  calamity  has  a  voice.  It  speaks  to  each 
of  us  of  the  sin  of  drunkenness.  There  is  not  one 
word  in  this  sacred  book,  from  first  to  last,  of  the 
disease  of  drunkenness.  I  do  not  say  it  is  never  a 
disease,  nor  ever  to  be  treated  as  a  disease ;  but  where 
a  man  has  such  use  of  his  mental  and  moral  faculties 
as  enables  him  to  know  right  from  wrong,  he  cannot 
excuse  himself  before  God,  if  (whatever  be  his  appe¬ 
tite  or  his  propensity)  he  yields  to  the  temptation. 
God  classes  the  drunkard  with  the  murderer.  He 
says  that  for  such  there  is  no  part  in  the  kingdom  of 
Christ  and  of  God.  Not  that  it  is  an  unpardonable 
sin;  but  that  it  is  like  any  other  sin  of  the  flesh,  and 
one  which  the  divine  justice  cannot  let  go  unpunished. 
The  current  conversation  of  society,  the  common  lan¬ 
guage  of  the  press,  deals  altogether  too  lightly  with 
this  offence  against  God  and  against  man.  Even 
Christian  men  and  women  are  too  ready  to  make  a 
jest  of  the  drunkard  and  of  his  habits;  a  fault  which 
may  well  remind  us  of  the  divine  declaration,  “Fools 
make  a  mock  of  sin.” 
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Of  this  subject  I  hope  to  speak  at  length  hereafter; 
yet  let  me  now  add  in  reference  to  it,  that  every  man 
should  be  keenly  apprehensive  of  his  own  danger  if 
he  makes  any  use  of  intoxicating  drinks.  No  man 
can  safely  form  such  a  habit.  Those  in  whose  purity 
of  character,  in  whose  strength  of  will,  in  whose  in¬ 
tellectual  powers  and  culture,  in  whose  social  position 
there  would  seem  to  be  every  possible  security,  have 
proved  themselves  powerless  against  temptation.  The 
best,  the  wisest,  the  noblest  have  been  bound  in  chains 
by  their  soul's  enemy,  luring  them  to  their  destruction 
by  the  gradual  steps  of  the  drunkard’s  downward 
path.  There  is  perfect  safety  in  a  habit  of  absti¬ 
nence;  there  is  no  safety  in  even  occasional  indul¬ 
gence;  there  is  certain  ruin  for  him  who,  conscious 
that  he  has  an  appetite  for  strong  drink,  uses  it  at  all. 
From  the  grave  of  the  lamented  E.  T.  Sterling,  pos¬ 
sessed  as  he  was  of  so  many  noble  traits  of  character ; 
from  ten  thousand  thousand  graves,  comes  this  night 
the  warning — Let  it  alone.  Trifle  not  with  what  has 
murdered  such  a  multitude  already.  Tamper  not 
with  what  is  dragging  thousands,  at  this  very  hour, 
down  to  death — down  to  everlasting  death. 

But  if  any  imagines  himself  safe,  let  me  remind 
him  that  God  hath  set  him  to  be  his  brother’s  keeper. 
If  not  for  your  own  sake,  yet  for  your  poor  tempted 
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brother’s  sake,  abstain.  As  you  would  not  answer  at 
the  judgment  day  for  the  blood  of  souls,  let  not  your 
example  tempt  others  to  risk  a  peril  which  may  work 
their  ruin.  Ah,  what  friend  of  E.  T.  Sterling’s  would 
not  say  this  night,  “  I  will  drink  no  intoxicating  drink 
as  long  as  I  live,”  if  that  could  but  restore  the  dead? 
Oh !  that  his  every  friend  and  companion  had  but  said 
to  himself,  I  know  this  my  brother’s  weakness;  God 
hath  set  me  as  this  my  brother’s  keeper ;  I  will  never, 
by  word  or  by  example,  encourage  him,  nor  will  I  join 
him  in  any  such  indulgence.  Had  they  done  so,  the 
voice  of  his  blood  would  not  this  day  be  crying  unto 
God  from  the  ground. 

Of  the  other  vice  into  which  our  friend  fell,  I  can 
scarcely  bring  myself  to  speak  at  all.  Drunkenness 
drags  a  man  down  to  the  level  of  the  brute.  Gam¬ 
bling,  persevered  in,  degrades  him  to  the  baseness  of 
a  fiend.  It  was  only  by  destroying  his  moral  sense 
through  the  intoxicating  cup  that  he  could  be  made 
to  stoop  to  such  degradation.  The  essential  nature  of 
gambling  is  seen  in  the  revelation  that  has  been  even 
partially  made  in  the  investigations  of  the  past  week. 
It  is  worse  than  theft;  worse  than  highway  robbery; 
worse  than  a  hundred  other  crimes  for  which  the  law 
sends  culprits  to  the  penitentiary.  So  even  the  im¬ 
perfect  legislation  of  most  well-ordered  communities 
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deals  with  it.  Why,  then,  let  me  ask,  has  it  been 
tolerated  in  this  city  ?  Why  has  not  public  sentiment 
demanded  the  enforcement  of  existing  laws?  Why 
have  not  those  in  authority  felt  themselves  under 
a  continual  pressure  of  public  opinion,  insisting  that 
the  laws,  both  as  to  this  vice  and  as  to  the  traffic  in 
poisonous  drinks,  should  be  vigorously  executed? 
Have  any  of  us  said,  “  It  is  not  my  business  ?”  Have 
any  said,  “  If  I  do  not  drink  and  gamble,  I  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  do  with  others  who  may  thus  offend?”  But 
where  is  Sterling,  our  brother?  Dare  I,  dare  you  say, 
“I  am  not  my  brother’s  keeper”?  Nay,  “we  are 
verily  guilty  concerning  our  brother.”  Every  one  of 
us  ought  to  have  been  “his  keeper,”  his  guardian,  his 
true,  watchful  friend. 

There  are  other  men  in  like  peril  at  this  hour. 
Other  brethren,  fathers,  sons,  citizens,  are  in  danger 
of  being  plundered,  degraded,  ruined,  it  may  be  mur¬ 
dered,  through  the  allurements  of  these  destroyers. 
Men  and  brethren,  before  God  I  charge  you,  save 
them.  Let  the  thunders  of  public  indignation  expel 
from  our  city  all  who  would  continue  to  ply  this  trade 
of  death  among  us.  Let  the  voice  of  our  brother’s 
blood  be  heard;  if  not  crying  for  vengeance  on  his 
murderers,  yet  crying  for  protection,  moral  protection, 
legal  protection, — for  our  own  sons;  for  your  husbands, 
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Christian  wives;  for  your  fathers,  young  men;  for  all 
who  are  lured  into  the  society  of  those  vampires  who 
would  plunder  and  destroy  them. 

The  day  before  this  deed  was  done,  eight  days  ago, 
sitting  at  my  own  table  with  the  venerable  Bishop  of 
Kentucky,  I  was  giving  vent  to  my  feelings  of  strong 
detestation  of  everything  that  had  the  remotest  sem¬ 
blance  to  gambling,  and  even  the  experienced  Bishop 
seemed  to  think  me  in  danger  of  taking  an  extreme 
view.  The  next  morning  he  understood  why  I  spoke 
and  felt  as  I  did. 

Christian  men  and  women,  hear  the  charge  I  give 
you  all,  young  and  old,  this  night;  and  remind  me  of 
it,  if  you  will,  when  we  stand  together  before  God’s 
throne  in  judgment.  I  charge  you  never  amuse  your¬ 
selves  with  the  implements  of  the  gambler;  never 
permit  your  children  to  use  them,  under  pretext  of 
amusement;  never,  never  provide  them  for  your 
friends. 

From  every  pack  of  cards  in  your  offices,  in  your 
parlors,  in  your  chambers,  the  voice  of  E.  T.  Ster¬ 
ling’s  blood  cries  to  you.  Touch  them  not,  except  to 
consign  them  to  the  flames.  Every  spot  upon  them 
is  a  spot  of  blood — of  soul  blood.  Teach  your  chil¬ 
dren  to  abhor  them.  Here,  before  God,  I  thank  my 
own  revered  Christian  parents  (now  in  heaven)  that 
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they  never  suffered  me  to  trifle  with  the  gambler’s 
tools.  If  my  sons  perish,  as  our  loved  friend  has 
perished,  they  shall  not  have  to  charge  me  with  being 
even  the  unwitting  occasion  of  their  perdition.  Happy 
was  I  to  hear  one  of  your  most  honored  fellow-citi¬ 
zens  (not  a  church  communicant)  say,  this  week,  “I 
have  never  played  a  game  of  cards  in  my  life;  I  do 
not  know  one  card  from  another.”  Would  that  every 
man,  in  public  or  in  private  life,  could  make  the  same 
honorable  avowal.  No  respectable  household — not  to 
say  no  Christian  family — should  ever  tolerate  what  a 
distinguished  citizen  of  Alabama  not  long  since  de¬ 
scribed  as  “the  well-known  implements  of  the  game¬ 
ster.”  If,  heretofore,  you  have  used  them  thought¬ 
lessly,  hereafter,  when  you  would  touch  them,  think 
of  E.  T.  Sterling,  and  let  them  alone.  If  one  so 
generous,  so  unselfish,  so  truthful,  so  honorable,  so 
noble,  could  not  resist  the  fascinations  of  evil  in  this 
form,  who  can  safely  make  an  experiment  of  going 
so  far  and  no  farther? 

But  how  is  it,  my  dear  hearers,  with  each  and  all 
of  you,  as  to  the  whole  tenor  of  your  life,  as  to  your 
whole  character?  You  may  neither  be  a  drunkard 
nor  a  gambler,  and  yet  you  may  lose  your  soul.  What 
a  thought  is  this !  A  lost  soul !  He  who  dies  in  un¬ 
belief,  in  impenitence,  in  alienation  from  God,  in 
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rebellion  against  Him,  must  enter  eternity  a  lost  soul ! 
Of  the  destiny  of  our  departed  friend,  I  would  not, 
cannot  speak.  He  who  heard,  on  the  cross,  the 
prayer  of  the  dying  thief,  “Lord,  remember  me  when 
thou  comest  into  thy  kingdom,”  is  able  to  save  unto 
the  uttermost  all  that  come  unto  God  by  him. 

But  what  if  the  angels  of  God  should  have  to  take 
up  their  lament  for  your  soul ! 

How  fearful  is  the  description  which  Mary  Howitt 
gives  of  the  votary  of  vice:  “He  is  as  one  self-con¬ 
ducted  to  sacrifice;  a  captive  who  rivets  on  his  own 
fetters,  while  he  groans  for  freedom;  for  the  indul¬ 
gence  of  those  vices,  miscalled  pleasures,  while  they 
deaden  the  will,  leave  quiveringly  alive  the  sense  of 

degradation . Alas!  the  spirit  writhing  under 

the  compunctious  sense  of  evil,  and  the  hopelessness 
of  good,  is  a  sight  upon  which  the  angels  of  God 
might  drop  tears  of  pity.”  What  a  dirge  was  that 
which,  in  imagination,  she  heard  the  angels  sing  over 
one  who  had  perished  in  his  sin ! 

Mourn,  mourn,  celestial  spirits, 

Angels  of  God,  who  have  your  thrones  on  high ! 

0  cease  your  triumphs,  bright-eyed  cherubim, 

Sons  of  the  morning,  let  your  light  be  dim; 

And  let  there  go  through  heaven  a  wailing  cry  ! 

One  that  was  meant  of  your  bright  host  to  be, 

Hath  fallen,  fallen ! 
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A  human  soul  hath  lost  its  heavenward  way  : 

The  cruel  tempter  hath  received  his  prey ! 

0  wretched  soul,  new-born  to  misery, 

How  art  thou  fallen  ! 

Alas,  how  art  thou  fallen  ! 

Take  up  a  song  of  woe, 

A  song  of  mourning  let  each  one  begin  ! 

The  spirit  is  gone  forth, 

Stained  with  mortal  sin! 

O  star,  shorn  of  thy  beams, 

How  is  thy  glory  gone, 

Since  from  the  living  streams 
Thou  burst  a  shining  one ! 

0  star,  shorn  of  thy  beams, 

In  blackness  of  thick  darkness  wandering  now, 

Through  night  that  has  no  day, 

Through  pain  that  has  no  stay, 

O’er  seas  that  have  no  shore, 

Wandering  for  evermore, 

Lost,  lost  art  thou  ! 

0  spirit,  vexed  with  fears,  by  tempest  tost, 

0  new-born  heir  of  unthought  misery  ! 

Long  shall  we  mourn  for  thee, 

From  our  bright  company, 

For  ever,  ever  lost ! 

God  grant  that  the  angels  may  not  thus  wail,  dear 
hearers,  over  your  soul,  nor  over  mine.  But,  if  we 
die  in  our  sins,  where  Christ  is  we  cannot  come. 
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This  Sermon  carries  with  it,  in  the  main,  its  own  explanation, 
especially  to  those  residing  in  the  city  in  which  it  was  preached. 
Yet,  for  the  more  complete  understanding  of  some  of  its  state¬ 
ments  and  allusions,  a  few  words  may  not  be  out  of  place. 

Elisha  T.  Sterling,  a  native  of  Salisbury,  Conn.,  had  been  for 
more  than  twenty-five  years  a  resident  of  Cleveland,  and  for  several 
years  the  Agent  of  the  Cuyahoga  Steam  Furnace  Company,  and 
the  Manager  of  its  extensive  works.  In  this  capacity  he  had  honor¬ 
ably  administered  its  large  pecuniary  interests,  and  its  employment 
of  numerous  laborers  of  every  grade.  He  had  thus  become  well 
known  in  the  community,  and  had  gained  a  high  reputation  as  a 
man  of  true  honor  and  of  remarkable  ability. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  Sunday,  August  Tth,  1859,  notice  was 
brought  to  the  sou  of  Mr.  Sterling  that  his  father  was  dead.  His 
death  was  said  to  have  been  occasioned  by  falling  down  stairs; 
and  his  corpse  was  lying  in  the  room  occupied  by  the  informant. 
Thence  it  was  removed  to  the  dwelling  of  the  deceased,  and  a 
coroner’s  jury  was  summoned  to  investigate  the  circumstances 
under  which  this  death  had  occurred.  After  a  laborious  investi¬ 
gation  before  a  jury  of  unquestionable  integrity  and  capacity,  the 
case  remained  shrouded  in  mystery ;  and  to  this  day,  although 
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rewards  to  the  amount  of  $3500  have  been  offered  for  the  dis¬ 
covery  and  conviction  of  the  murderer,  (if  so  be  that  he  was  mur¬ 
dered,)  no  suspicion  has  warranted  any  arrest,  nor  given  oppor¬ 
tunity  for  further  legal  investigation. 

It  may  not  be  amiss  to  append  a  synopsis  of  the  testimony  given 
by  the  person  in  whose  room  Mr.  Sterling  died,  suppressing  here 
only  the  names  of  the  parties. 

Mr.  Sterling,  it  was  testified,  had  come  to  the  room  of  this  per¬ 
son  between  eleven  and  twelve  o’clock  on  Saturday  night,  and  had 
remained  until  about  three  o’clock  on  Sunday  morning ;  that  room 
was  in  the  third  story ;  when  Mr.  S.  left  he  was  quite  intoxicated ; 
could  not  walk  very  well ;  was  beside  himself ;  witness  stood  in  the 
door ;  saw  Mr.  S.  go  down  two  or  three  steps  of  the  upper  flight 
of  stairs ;  went  to  the  gas  at  the  head  of  the  stairs  and  turned  it 
off ;  went  into  his  room  and  prepared  to  retire ;  heard  a  fall,  as  of 
some  one  falling  down  stairs  ;  in  two  or  three  minutes  went  to  the 
stairs  and  looked  down ;  saw  something  on  the  walk,  and  went 
down ;  found  Mr.  S.  lying  on  his  face,  and  bleeding ;  he  did  not 
speak  or  move ;  witness  took  him  into  the  hall  and  set  him  upon 
the  stairs ;  called  on  a  young  man,  rooming  in  the  building,  for 
help ;  they  together  carried  Mr.  S.  up  stairs  to  the  room  of  wit¬ 
ness  ;  washed  the  blood  from  his  face,  and  found  a  cut  upon  his 
head,  from  which  a  stream  of  blood  spirted  out ;  at  about  five 
o’clock  a  young  man  living  with  a  physician  was  brought;  when  a 
physician  was  obtained  Mr.  Sterling  was  dead ;  Mr.  Sterling  was 
owing  to  witness  $86,  won  from  him,  in  playing  cards,  some  time 
before ;  Mr.  S.  drank  of  whisky  ten  or  twelve  times ;  witness  did 
not  drink  as  often ;  after  balancing  the  old  score,  witness  won  of 
Mr.  S.  $30,  $40,  or  $50,  he  did  not  know  exactly  how  much  ;  to¬ 
ward  the  last  of  our  playing  Mr.  S.  was  not  in  a  condition  to  do 
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any  business,  or  to  know  what  he  was  doing;  witness  won  the  $80 
toward  the  last  part  of  the  time  we  were  playing. 

So  much  of  the  testimony  given  at  the  coroner’s  inquest  may  be 
sufficient  in  justification  of  certain  allusions  in  the  Sermon.  The 
verdict  of  the  coroner’s  jury  must  conclude  this  note. 

VERDICT  OF  THE  JURY. 

“The  Jury  find  that  Mr.  Sterling  came  to  his  death  by  hemor¬ 
rhage  on  the  brain,  produced  by  a  fracture  of  the  skull;  that  the 
circumstances  surrounding  the  case,  as  developed  before  the  jury, 
lead  them  to  believe  that  the  fracture  was  caused  by  violence,  but 
at  whose  hands  they  cannot  determine;  that,  while  expressing  said 
opinion,  they  also  believe  it  possible  said  fracture  was  caused  by 
a  fall.” 


